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THE POSTHUMOUS POETRY OF JOHN NAUTILUS, ESQ. 

Now Jirtt collected and publithed, by hi* friend and intimate, Gottfried Roeenkranz, Gentleman, 
Author of " Fair Eyet," $c. 

No. I. 

The following is the composition of my lamented friend, Jack Nautilus; addressed, 
as its subject reveals, . to the object of his earliest lore, on seeing her again for 
the first time after a lapse of many years ; — years chequered in his own case by 
various and perilous adventures in far distant climes, during which the the image 
of his childhood's play-fellow often floated before his fervid and somewhat me- 
lancholy fancy, like a vision of light clouded by a shower of tears — a rainbow 
in the Spring : — in her's, by scenes not less various thongh less distant. They 
met, and — but my province does not authorise me to withdraw the veil from 
the consequences of their meeting. Attend, then, to poor Jack's own descrip- 
tion of his 

YOUNG LOVE'S VOYAGE-, 

Be present, image of my first, best love ; — 

Attend, and hover round my trembling pen, 
Which fain would picture, in the hope to prove 

That deep. felt passion which I bear within. 
Sweet love ! believe this humble lay of mine, 

Which, if it breathe affection pure and warm 

As that erst told with trembling and alarm, 
Was first inspired by that dear love of thine. 

Our childhood's years, long gone and pass'd away, 

Are still, in memory's faithful hues, the same 
Preserved in richness ; and their colours play, 

Bright and unchanging, thro' the expanse of time, 
Around my heart ; while many a voice within 

That heart's long torpid and deserted cell, 

Now warm and new awakened, speaks to tell 
How dear I've loved thee, tho' so long unseen. 

Oh, childhood's love ! the first, the purest flame, 

Unmragled, unalloyed, by no base thought 
Disgraced, or worldly interest, — still the same, 

Or rather still increasing, — never bought 
Or bartered for unworthy gain ; how bright 

Are thy dear visions — but how soon to fade ! 

Alas ! it is so ; for the advancing light 

Of riper years,- slow-rising from the shade 
Of infancy, creeps on ; and, as the East's 

High planet,' in its sure career, each morn 
Surmounts the summits of the hills, and casts 

O'er all the spangled dew-drops of the lawn 
A look that kills their beauty, and which wastes 

Each radiant drop, till all its life be gone ; — 
Just so, the dawning light of sage experience 

Ascends, and teaches us (unkind instructor !) 
To value less, or to forget those dear ones 

Whom we so loved, until the fairy structure 
Of all our high-built hopes, and fondest care, 
Has fallen — dissolved — and faded into air! 

And as the other, so this cruel light 

Sheds o'er the bubbles of our infant years, 
One scorching ray of ruin and of blight, 

Glaring in triumph o'er our first, sweet tears. 

Such is the world : and so a thousand hearts 

Huve ceased to feel. But may there not be found, 
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Besides the million of such baser parts, 

Some kindred souls, unshackled, and less bound 
To the dull usage of this sordid world, 

Whom genial tempers, or sweet constancy 
Has rescued from the stormy tempests hnrl'd 

Along the ocean of this life's rude sea, 
Against their mutual happiness, — whom yet 

Life's calm enjoyments, in some tranquil bay, 
Secure from storms and hurricanes, await, 

Bless'd by the sunshine of eternal day? 

Ah ! let me hope there are, sweet maid, and think 

That on the bosom of that stormy wave 
My heart so often toss'd, and on the brink 

Of yawning ruin, is now moored and safe ; — 
That in thy peaceful bosom it has found 

The long sought haven of its hopes most dear, 
Where calm and sheltered from the storms around. 

New days of brightness shall await it there ; 
And that, within that bosom's deep recess, 

Still, and retiring from the boiling tide 
Of all vain passions, and the world's excess, 

Thine own dear heart lies anchor'd by its side- 
Then shall I think that, as two little barks 

When first entrusted from the merchant's hands 
Upon the uncertain stream, and sent to brave 

The adventurous fortunes of the stormy wave, 
Which, first with confidence, the eye remarks 

A little way to steer along the sands 
In concord lovely, till the rude tide boils 

Sudden and angry twixt the helpless pair, 

And hostile billows on their high tops bear 
The one far distant, while the other toils, 
Struck by another, but not kinder wave ; 

Till both, at length abandoned to the tide 
Of the wild waters, which the frail barks lave. 

Are torn and severed from each others side ; — 
When, after long the playthings of the winds, 

Weak, and exhausted from the tempests' roar, 
At last some secret, friendly current finds, 

And bears them back unto their native shore ! — 

So, let me hope, sweet love >. that we are met 
In the calm harbour of our kindred souls, 

Where fortune's billows shall no longer beat, 
And we shall fear nor shelving rocks nor shoals. 

I spy the haven ! — and a heaven too ; 

The port's in sight, and tranquil lies the bay : 
I hail the prospect, as of opening day — 

But will not enter till it be with you. 

And wouldst thou, love, now shun that peaceful sea 

Canst thou feel joy. in giving pain to me? 

I will not think so, dearest of the dear ! 

But trust thou lovest me truly, and wilt ne'er 

Destroy the flame to -which thou gavest the fire ; — 

But wilt reward that love thou didst inspire. 

No more the fortunes of the main I'll prove, 
Either thou lovest me, or my course is run ; 

Wrecked be my prospects of all woman's love, 
If scorn'd by thee — I will be loved by none. 



